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were  soon  in   camp   and  in  our  sleeping-bags.
I slept peacefully until midnight, when I was
awakened with a start. Someone was calling. Rain
drummed heavily on the tent-top as I strained my
ears to listen. It was Bill.
"Is there any water in your tent?"
That seemed an odd question; we had been
living in water for the past few weeks. But almost
before I could answer, the whole canvas bottom of
my tent gave an upward lurch, and rose some four
or five inches off the ground.
I leaped up to find a foot or more of water pour-
ing in, short-circuiting my flashlight, which was on
the floor beside my bed. Grabbing up instruments
and precious records, I hastily threw them into a
haversack and floundered out into the coal-black
night, only to be met by a freezing deluge which
had already buried the valley floor waist-deep in
water.
I remembered the solitary tree, the only one in
the vicinity; and, struggling and wading, I reached
it and lashed the haversack high up in the branches.
Here I was joined by Bill, and as the flood was
gaining every moment and the rain still coming
down in torrents, we scrambled up into a fork to
spend what was probably one of the coldest nights
of our lives.
The men and old Q were on a knoll farther away
from the main rush, but in the pitch-dark, with
arms full of records and instruments, it was impos-